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A letter to my life (quarantine journal) 


March, 3rd 2020 


| miss you. | miss you. | miss you. Oh my dear, these times have been weird. It’s like | 
fought both World Wars to make my way back to you and now this has torn us apart 
again. These two weeks without you have been very dramatic... was laying on the 
floor next to my bed and under it and | wish | could say | was having an affair and it 
was some sexy sticky motel floor somewhere in Cuba, but | believe Cuba is closed 


now too. 


On Monday they announced a lockdown in San Francisco and later in the middle of 
that night | found myself not blissfully asleep as you, as you, my life, usually would, 
but wide wake hitting my fists and feet against the bed so hard that | knocked over 


that improvised kombucha bottle vase, the dry rose broke - that’s how much | didn’t 


want to leave you. Yet, in a bullshit times like this we have to make responsible 
choices even if they don’t align with plan A or B. For some reason | knew that air 
connection would be shut down and that shelter in place would last longer and it 
would be just unreasonable to stay, but | am still sorry...| love you so much and my 


heart aches and blames me for leaving you. 


On the following Wednesday that week | began my 32 hour journey back East 


across the Atlantic. 


SFO smelled like a hospital. Marc said it was because of ammonia. One of quite a 
few words | will learn in the following weeks. Against all the odds it felt fine. 
Probably a cheering flight attendant helped. | was in a C boarding group and just so 
you know C stands for Cutie. There were very few people on that plane, even less 


than a few weeks before when you and | flew to New York for leisure...1 can’t believe 


now there were times when we traveled for leisure. In the first few hours upon landing 
JFK felt like a ghost town. 

The insides of the terminal has also brought some ghosts of the past... saw that 
table where half a decade ago you and him promised me to never let me go...but 
both you and him did. | will cry about it hours later somewhere along the lines of 
“what the actual fuck” when my plane starts landing in Moscow...but for the moment 


then | went to the opposite side of the balcony and fell asleep. 


April 24th, 2020 


| miss the times we have had together. And | wrote you a poem. | wish | could read it 
to you aloud somewhere in a park so you could close your eyes and feel the grass 
and imagine those sounds... 

| will be back again and there will be parks and there will be dogs and your favourite 
ice-cream and | will go: 

That’s how the ocean sounds 

And these are the leaves 

And this is an E string 

This is pre-concert chatter 

And those are the fireworks 

This is us laughing together 

This is how an old scooter sounds 

when you drive it down to Marina 

And this is the song we scream on a drive to the mountains 

This is the wind from the top of that mountain 

This is the sound of a bonfire 


This is a bar when you just enter it 


And this is the bar at midnight 


This is a D string 


